Something Solid: Henniker Heat 


Boston 


“T suppose he told you that I landed 
between his legs like a roguish girl... 

well, you could say it happened that 

way. You could also say he sold me 

on the idea of veined trade, or that his 
musky Scotch breath excreted wafts of 

blue bloodiness into me. You are perverse 

to ask me these things, moon peering over 
your shoulder like another rogue. For now, 
he lays upon an altar you don’t know is 
there: drunk, blue.” The director called 

cut; stagehands shuffled towards cigarettes. 

I wandered down the aisle towards the stage, 
about to land, looking for your money-shot— 


found a ticket to Boston, first-class, reservations 
for a four-star Boston hotel, invitation for an 
audience with a Brahmin princess. The dream, 

I thought, continues, as I saw you sit on the stage, 
begin to peruse a style magazine which has now 
been discontinued, & I laughed, as there is no 
fashion in a freezing New England winter, but 
your breasts, which are considerable, do get extra- 
perky, & when you try to sit on my face, I just 
might let you. As for your old rival, she’s got 
wings to star in a musical over in Cambridge, 

a version of Guys & Dolls they’ve got going. 

It’s a sparkling scene in every direction; an epoch- 
making time. The cage has sixty-nine layers of gild. 


Frequencies 


I. 

“We're at our most bestial when threatened not 

with hatred but indifference; what our blood wants 

is reaction of some kind.” New Hampshire night, 

out own teaction, you pliant, penetrable, laid out beneath me as 
flies fidgeted our room, pirouetted moist air, but 

we sank beneath bestiality to do just what indifferently 
we wanted, beneath our glut of blood, so the summoned 
beasts might react with this: ripped limb from limb, 
buried in low-lying Virginia swamp marsh, given what 
aphorism is only got in extinction, darling, as I quote 
what you said at the bar before. In other words, they 
hated us. The one-night stand wouldn’t matter if your 
brain didn’t have the right words in it: stories, sequences, 
slammed-down metaphors of a singed self. Frequencies. 


Il. 

As the world between her legs tightened around 

her, what she saw in bed with me was stark: okra, 
stamens, roots, all that in nature coalesces in erect 
growth; and a shadow father bent, then erect, then 
bent again, perverse from amassing wealth in a world 
whose submissiveness poisons him. Beneath the sultry, 
wooded surface, what I saw was a semi-frightened 
animal, along for an all-night ride (gruesomeness of 

4 a.m. New Hampshire sun), knife thusly thrusting 
into the backs of everyone around her, managing 

to have stamina enough against constraint to take 
what she was taking. The mattress thumped: above, 

an angel was unable to conceal laughter, understanding 
it was all in the script, including the garish sun’s leer. 


State of Grace 


Grape soda bottle on the desk; wind, out of 
Eleusis, shut the door. Our clothes came 

off; your limbs spun like spokes. I peered 
outside; it was light. New Hampshire summer 
sun, four a.m. Poets to face at breakfast. 
Workshops to sit through, lectures, but I 
knew I’d never have you the right way 

again, or any way. We'd done the thing 

once we’d been meaning to do, so as I 
stepped from the window, gazed at you 
dozing, naked, I thought to myself, maybe 
that’s what amounts to a state of grace— 
you're given something once, fully, so 

that you may be satiated with it, & that’s it— 


Luggage 


The luggage carried by refugees from wealthy 
families was laid beside the bed we occupied, to 

do our dance. I saw it, in the middle of the action— 
black leather, names embossed in gold— tried 

not to notice that it was sentient. It was telling you, 
for the duration of our tryst, all the ways this was 

a betrayal, to sleep with someone of inferior caste 
status, with horrible consequences. When a severed 
head popped briefly out of a suitcase, it reminded 
you, red-tongued, the debt you owed could never 
be paid back, the grisliness you visited upon your 
clan could never be rectified. All the severed head 
looked to me like was roses with thorny stems, tied 
in a knot— you saw the real deal. Amidst the grotesquerie, 


what we appeared to be making— love— was somewhere 
in the mix, threading our limbs together, without, this 
time, ostentation, & with the wistful recognition that 
repetition was unlikely. Where was the love in you, Mary? 
I was to learn, later, that there are no flesh portfolios. 

The love from which you can live off interest is about 
everything accrued which binds two souls together, 
everything invested mutually. For all the horrible visions 
we had as our flesh joined, I still go walking (as the song 
goes) after midnight, looking for that strain in you I 

saw so briefly— human, tender, emotional, devoted. 
Amidst so much grotesquerie, at the moment of my 
deepest penetration into all of you, body & soul, I noticed 
the breaking dawn was tolerant, the luggage gone. 


New Hampshire 


I could’ve used you in New 
Hampshire that summer, rope- 
swinging into Contoocook River, 
dope-huffing out in the fields 

with Jon Anderson, his gang, 

your future rival (unbeknownst 

to all) tapping her feet in anticipation 
of new reasons to mope, make 
metaphor. I could’ve understood 
why it might be that your rival 

could never be your friend— 

too tense about counting her fingers, 
toes, too loose on the juice, or 
(cruelly, for all) maybe just right, simpatico? 


Frontiersman 


I was unawate, until Jon Anderson jolted us into 

awareness, that there could be a baby version of 

a Bowie knife. The seminar room sloped upwards 

from the front; Mr. Anderson levitated, with lascivious 
abandon, above us, as the baby Bowie did its mischievous 
task of shearing one white slat of the blinds in half. 

Jon crouched like a frontiersman skinning what itself could 
have been a mischievous rattlesnake, the snakeskin a prize 

or trophy to adorn an abode not much less primitive than 

a tee-pee, the frontier half-conquered. I did not need 

a reason, then or now, to understand why the emergence 

of the baby Bowie was necessary. But I carried with me 

the brotherly love that, from Philadelphia to New Hampshire, 
affirmed that displayed force could be a necessary weapon, even among poets. 


To Jon Anderson 


I have to laugh, Jon, to remember how 
the moon hung over the open field 
behind the river, where we all sat, smoking 
your spliffs, reciting poems, and, for me, 
checking in with the Philly squad to see 

if everything remained in place. What’s 
funny is that what we never found out 
remains the most important thine— how 
far would or did they follow you, after 

the party was over; what more could you 
make them do? Hypnotized into place, 
set in staunch motion by bells ringing all 
over the goddamned place, what gave? 
The wildness of lying in the New England 


grass, deep into the night, seemed to tell me 
we'd never find out. What you would do 
with your tribe would be your secret, ribald 
or righteous, just as Pd retreat invisibly 
from this crew back to Center City, Becky 
back to her brahmins, Talia back to Rhode 
Island, God knows whete, & the rest. 
What we meant there that night was funny, 
kiddies let loose to party all night, yet 
kicked in the ass by fate to acknowledge 
that when a group creates a frequency in 
the universe, it can linger in space for 

a long time, humming its tune, smoking 

its dope, carrying the river, making it earth. 
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